The Dunciad
To DR. JONATHAN SWIFT
BOOK I
FT1HE mighty mother, and her son, who brings
JL     The Smithfield muses to the ear of kings,
I sing.    Say you, her instruments,, the great!
CalPd to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate:
You by whose care, in vain decried, and curst,
Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first;
Say, how the goddess bade Britannia sleep,
And pour'd her spirit o'er the land and deep.
In eldest time, ere mortals writ or read,
Ere Pallas issued from the Thund'rer's head,
Dulness o'er all possessed her ancient right,
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night:
Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave,
Gross as her sire, and as her mother grave,
Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind,
She ruled, in native anarchy, the mind.
Still her old empire to restore she tries,
For, born a goddess, Dulness never dies.
0 thou ! whatever title please thine ear,
Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulliver!
Whether thou choose Cervantes* serious air,
Or laugh and shake in Rabelais3 easy chair,